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As on a sword's point    Does the fight stand still,
That we see nothing on that hill's brow stir
Where both sides lashed together ?

Fleming.                                     If the light

Tell mine eyes truth that reel with watching, both
Stand with spears crossed and locked so hard, and points
So fast inwound with such inveteracy,
That steel can thrust not steel an inch away
Nor foot push foot a hair's breadth back that hangs
On the hill's edge and yields not.    Hark ! the noise
Grows sharper and more various in its cry
Than first it was; there comes upon the day
Some change for good or ill; but for my charge,
I would not say Would God my hand were //r/r,
But take its chance upon it.

Queen.                                 Be content

To stand this day our soldier at her side
Who will not live to lay such charge again
On them that love her.    Lo there, on the left
They charge again from our part.

Maxwell.                                  There it is

My father fights; his horse are they that make
The hill's length rock and lighten as a sea;
Look where the waves meet as that wind of steeds
Sweeps them together; how they reel and fall
There with the shock from under of the storm
That takes in rear and breaks their guard and leaves
The right wing of the rebels eleven in twain,
And in the cleft their first men fallen that stood
Against the sea-breach.    0, this gallant day